"Papa we can stand no more.*
"I suppose it never occurs to you that I, also, have
had all I can stand? Is it my fault that Fate has dealt
so cruelly with us? Do you think I have not shed
tears enough?"

"We, too, have shed tears enough. Let us go away,
papa: let us go to our aunts. It is not far. Adrienne
no longer eats as she should, nor do I."

"Continue with the tale of your grievances,
Franfois."

"I want to be like everybody else: I want to be
able to love."

"And here you can find nothing to love? Is that
it?"

"In spite of myself, I still love."
"You will stay with me, Francois: we will stay to-
gether: I have plans for you."
"Papa, talk to us about mamma."
"Your mother . . ."
"No, mammal"

"What is the matter with you, Fran?ois? ... so
you want a mother, you consider a mother to be your
due, who can be trotted out just for jour benefit.
You, a boy of sixteen 1"

"I want nothing but what we have a right to. I
am not asking you to renounce your grief. I am
asking only that you should not expect us to believe
that to laugh is an unpardonable fault. I have thought
a great deal about mamma, and the more I think of
her, the more do I want to smile. Can you understand
that?"

"Can I understandjou ? What you want is to be free
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